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drink was of the devil, and that religion (if not the
Christian religion then some sort of religion) was
good for everyone.

That we spent our lives in a "free house", so far
as opinions and the conduct of life are concerned is
borne out by the widely divergent lines along which
we have travelled since we left the paternal roof.

We have a sister who we thought would bring
credit to the family as a doctor. She was capable
and even clever, but after passing the threshold of a
career and being well on the way to a degree, she
threw it all up, secured a job, and plunged into some
local work in Bow and Bromley which involved
pooling her very respectable salary with the wages
and emoluments of workmen and working-girls and
unemployed of both sexes.

She became a Communist, studied the Russian
language, and became a translator in the Russian
Embassy. She married a Russian (according to
Russian law), and this proving unsatisfactory, married
a second Russian. She is now living happily in
Moscow with her baby, who speaks Russian only.
She was always the favourite daughter, I suppose
because she is the youngest. She visits England
about once a year, but always hurries back to
Moscow. She thinks we are all too soft over here.
There are many things she dislikes in England and
Russia, but on the whole she prefers a hard life under
the despotism of Stalin to an easier life under the
protection of Ramsay MacDonald.

Her husband, being a professor, is not one of the